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in his Balaclava helmet four little brown freckled eggs and
high above the snow four parents screeched over their loss.
But Walker, the Chief Officer, who was in charge of the
party, and George remained in the motor-boat bobbing at
anchor upon the outer edge of the surf.
It was after we had returned to the Rapid and weighed
anchor that she stammered, stuttered and finally expired
with a sigh. Instead of the slightly uncertain yet confidence-
giving rhythm of her engines there closed in upon us a
horrible silence which the little noise of water lapping against
her sides and the creak of her timbers increased.
Down in the forward cabin the Doctor, the boy and I
waited. We heard the anchor chain rattle out again.
There was no companion-way down into our dark and
narrow cell. The hatchway was a square hole in the deck,
covered by a lid. You took a sitting jump into the space
below or, with less despatch but as little dignity, you
straddled with your legs apart on the two benches that
flanked the cabin and then gently lowered yourself down.
Either way it was a button-bursting performance and
dragged your coat away from your trousers. This was funny
the first time, boring the second time and maddening at all
times thereafter. When you stood upright in the cabin your
head and shoulders projected from the hatchway like a jack-
in-a-box, and when the hatch was closed you could not
stand upright at all. We sat now facing one another on the
benches that flanked the cabin each with his feet braced
against the bench opposite so that he should not be pitched
forward for the Rapid, as she lay once more at anchor, was
rocking with a motion which resembled those chairs at a fun
fair which whirl you round for sixpence to the accompani-
ment of shrieks of hysteria. It was a kind of wallowing,
whirling, jerking movement which made the head spin and
the senses reel. The hatch was half open admitting a
rectangle of grey daylight and a slanting flurry of snow,
We made desultory conversation across the darkness of the